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Summary 


James Norrington is sent on a rescue mission, but what he finds instead is completely 
unexpected. And slightly reptilian. 


first chapter is now finished! 


Notes 


oh my god iam so sorry that took me such an incredibly absurd amount of time. 1 got so 
caught up in schoolwork there were times i completely forgot about this piece, but 1 hope it 
was worth the wait! for the ones who read this when it was unfinished and is reading this 
note right now, thank you so much for your patience, and for sticking with me for the 
past... 3 months. enjoy! 


Chapter 1 
Chapter Notes 
See the end of the chapter for notes 
The ocean was seized with unrest, choppy waves pushing the Dauntless side to side. Wind 


whistled eerily past Commodore James Norrington’s ears, and the bleak cold bit at his exposed 
skin. It smelled like death. 


He wasn’t sure if he was suitable for this job anymore. 


James stood on the quarterdeck on the right of Captain Theodore Groves, who was steering the 
ship. The Commodore listened intently to the murmuring voices of his men below him, trying to 
gauge any reactions. 


“We are sailing into the cave now,” Groves informed him. James nodded. 
“Keep a wary eye.” 


Three months ago, HMS Daring and her crew were sent on a mission to explore a part of the 
Caribbean that hadn’t been properly mapped. One and a half months later, two weeks past their 
return date, the Daring sailed back into port silently, empty of both supplies and men. 


It was a long week of discussion with Governor Swann, Port Admiral Adams, and other members 
of the Port Authority after the incident, during which James went largely ignored. He, along with 
the Governor and a few other members, believed they must send a search and rescue convoy for 
their lost men. 


The rest of the board disagreed. 


“Tt isn’t worth it,” they had said. “This is unheard of. For a ship to sail home without a single 
person on it... It must be the work of the Devil!” 


“No, we couldn’t possibly send more men to that cursed place...” 
“While it’s a shame we lost the Daring’s crew...” 

“Tt’s a loss we will have to overcome...” 

Cowards, the lot of them. 


“With all due respect,” James had said, “How could you be so heartless as to leave nearly a 
hundred hardworking and honorable men to die?” 


Adams sighed from James’s left. “For all we know, they are already dead.” 
“And if they aren’t?” 


“Commodore,” he admonished, voice raspy with age. “I will not send a whole fleet to retrieve men 
who are most likely dead.” 


“Fine, then. Send one. Let me take the Dauntless and at least try to find our men,” James insisted. 


Adams scoffed. “Now, that would just be carelessly throwing away men and a good ship.” 


“James, I must confess,” came Governor Swann’s worried voice, “While I agree that we should try 
to save our men, I don’t think it would be wise to send... you. You were an excellent commodore, 
but your condition—” 


James gritted his teeth and tightened his grip on the silver head of his walking stick. “Have I not, in 
the past two years, already proven myself to you all? In fact, seeing as I am the only one here who 
has previously dealt with matters of the unnatural, I am more qualified for this task than anyone 
else. These men, if they are alive, must be saved. If they are not, their families deserve closure.” 


After a brief moment of silence, Adams asked, “And if your crew does not wish to go?” 


James settled back down into his seat. “Many of my men are acquainted with the Daring’s crew. 
They will jump at the chance to save them. If anyone should refuse, I will not force them.” 


The Admiral huffed. “Alright, then. But ’m warning you, Norrington, your career is on the line.” 


And so here he was, sailing into the mouth of a desolate cave with an understaffed crew, not 
knowing if he was even close to finding the lost men. 


The cave was overwhelmingly loud. The sound of the ocean crashing down on itself echoed on all 
sides, along with the plip-plops of dripping water. There was another distinct sound, one that 
sounded like skin slithering against the stone walls. 


And... distant hissing. 


It wasn’t long until the cave opened up and the echoes increased tenfold. James frowned and 
grasped his cane in a death hold. The ambiance of the cave was certainly harrowing, but there was 
something off about this place that almost made him nauseous. 


Groves suddenly gasped. “Commodore,” he breathed, astonished. “It’s the Black Pearl. She’s 
grounded.” 


James started. The Black Pearl? He hadn’t heard any word of the Black Pearl for nearly two years 
now, and it’s been even longer since he last encountered her and her crew in person. Jack Sparrow 
was thought to be dead. 


Could it be...? 


James shook his head. No, thoughts like those are not befitting of a Commodore of the Royal 
Navy. Sparrow and his crew must’ ve died in this cave, leaving only his beloved ship behind. 


“Captain, moor the ship next to the Pear/. Lieutenant Gillette,” he ordered in a louder voice, “take 
twenty men with you and prepare to board. I will be with you shortly.” 


“Sir,” said Groves, bewildered, “only twenty men?” 


James gave a curt nod, acknowledging Gillette's heavy footsteps up to the quarterdeck. “The 
Daring sailed back into port without a soul on board. We haven’t a clue how that could have 
possibly happened, but we must take precaution and have the crew guard the Dauntless. Make sure 
she doesn’t sail away.” He turned his head to look at Groves. “Do I make myself clear?” 


“Yes, sir.” 


“If we don’t return within an hour, continue without us. The main objective is to retrieve our men.” 


Groves hesitated. “Sir, the cave only has one other opening up front, and the water stops before it. 
The Dauntless won’t be able to sail through.” 


Deep in thought, James frowned and tapped his cane on the floor subconsciously, silently berating 
himself. “Alright, then. We’ll quickly check the Pearl for anything of interest, and continue 
through the cave by foot. It is still imperative that enough men stay aboard to crew the ship.” he 
sighed. “We will take thirty men.” 


“Aye, Commodore,” said Gilette, and scurried away to give orders. 


Groves coughed awkwardly. “Sir, I don’t mean to question your competency, but, are you sure that 
you should be leaving the ship? If somewhere were to happen...” 


James smiled in understanding and patted the captain on the back. “Then the crew will have their 
captain.” 


“But Commodore, I’m not nearly as capable as you at commanding,” he protested. 


“Theodore. You may have only been captain for seven months, but you have adjusted to your new 
title with ease. There is no one else more capable.” James’s smile faltered. “I may be your superior, 
but ‘Commodore’ is nothing more than a fancy title am grasping to keep a hold of. With my 
injury... it would be a bigger loss to lose you.” 


“No, Commodore! Sir, there has never been another man as devoted to the job and the country as 
you. Even as good as you say I am, I would never be able to overcome such a devastating accident 
and be able to fight with a sword after only a year!” He huffed. “There is no better commander that 
I could’ ve served under, James. You have been a great friend to Gillette and me, and you will 
always have our loyalty.” He paused, and continued, “So do come back?” 


James chuckled, touched by the captain’s sincere words. “I will do my utmost best.” 
“When we get back to Port Royal, will you join Gillette and I for a pint?” 


“And endure another evening of watching my officers snog? I'll have to think about that one, 
Captain,” teased James, laughing along with his friend. 


Soon, the Dauntless was tied down securely behind the black pirate ship and James and his group 
of sailors were ready to leave. 


“If we don’t return within a day,” said James to the staying men before he left, “you will leave. 
There will be no arguments.” He attempted to sternly stare at his men. 


Unsure if it achieved its desired effect, he pushed on. “I leave Captain Groves in command.” He 
paused. “TI hope to see you all soon.” He turned and walked away from his ship, cracking a dry 
smile at the irony of his words and listening to the murmurs of well wishes slowly dissipate. 


Before long, there was nothing but the ambience of the cave, the footsteps of thirty-one men, and 
the humid chill in the air. The lack of human voices created an uneasy feeling, and yet no one 
attempted to speak. 


The silence was finally broken when an officer next to James spoke under his breath, “We’ ve 
approached the ship.” 


James nodded. “Board the Pearl, gentlemen,” he said, letting the echo of the cave carry his orders 
to the ears of his men. Thus ensued the rustle of men climbing the ropes hanging limply on the 


starboard. James secured his walking stick on his belt as one might do for a sword scabbard, and 
climbed the ship's side with the ease of an experienced officer. 


When he thought he was nearly to the deck, a chorus of confused murmurs reverberated above 
him. James picked up his pace and carefully swung himself over and landed firmly on solid wood, 
immediately placing a vigilant hand on the knob of his cane. 


“What is it?” he demanded. 


“Statues, sir,” replied an officer on his right with wonder in his voice. “The deck is covered with 
them.” 


It was indeed odd for statues to be left on board, but this was Sparrow’s ship after all. “What is so 
surprising about the statues, officer?” 


“The Daring’s crew. They are statues of the missing crew.” 


“And they’re exceptionally detailed!” called an officer a few paces forward from James. “The scar 
on Leonard’s face is exactly accurate.” 


“They are incredibly life-like,” breathed another. 


James, who had once been engrossed with art, pursed his lips against the wistfulness in his heart. 
He ordered his men to head below deck and scout for bodies or... anything peculiar, keeping five 
men on deck with him. A collective “Aye” came from the sailors as they went to carry out James’s 
orders, but before the officers could take more than a step, a foreign yet most familiar voice rung 
out from the captain’s cabin behind the doors of the captain’s cabin, left ajar: 


“What is it with Navy men boarding me ship uninvited these days? You’re not all still trying 
t’capture me, are ye? I’ve left the seas alone! I’ve been a good lad. No pillaging, no plundering... 
A boring, lonely life for me!” 


It was Captain Jack Sparrow himself, no doubt—though something wasn’t right with how he 
spoke; the new raspiness and slight lisp in his voice sounded near hysterical, and the lack of 
drunken slur was jarring even through the wooden door. 


James’s men reacted immediately, the sound of pistols and rifles being cocked resonating 
throughout the cave. A loud thud, the creak of unoiled hinges, a heavy boot step, and then: “Please 
do us all a favor and get off me Pearl. Please?” 


James felt the sailor next to him lean close. “It’s Sparrow. He... there’s something off about him, 
sir.” 


Thank you for your astute observation, James thought drily. He cleared his throat. “Sparrow! I 
thought you were dead, but I suppose it was my mistake to assume you could ever die.” 


There was no response from the pirate for an uncomfortably long period of time. “Commodore! 
How nice it is to be greeted by your... austere presence. Now, could you please tell yer navy dogs 
t’stop pointing their guns at me? Makes a man nervous, aye?” 


James cocked his head, and desperately hoped he was facing the correct direction. “Why on earth 
would I do that?” 


Sparrow sighed. “If you haven’t noticed, dear Commodore, I am alone and outnumbered. What 
could I possibly do?” 


James had noticed indeed. He could not hear any rustling or feel any movement below deck that 
would indicate some sort of ambush. However, he did hear the edge in Sparrow’s voice, like a 
wounded animal ready to attack at any given moment; or, a wounded snake, with the way he was 
dragging some of his words. “It would be beneath me to underestimate you, Sparrow,” James 
drawled, but put up a hand to signal his men to stand down anyway. The same hand promptly 
found its home on the handle of his pistol. 


“Oh. I wasn’t expecting that. No ill-conceived attempt to arrest me, then?” James imagined the 
mildly surprised look on the pirate’s face, with eyebrows shot high on his forehead and the corners 
of his lips slightly downturned. 


“Not this time, I’m afraid,” he replied. “We’re on a simple rescue mission. If you could kindly 
assist us in our task, I may consider not killing you.” 


“Rescue mission?” said Sparrow. “You wouldn’t be referring to these fine, stony gentlemen, would 
you? They’re not great company, I must admit. Not a lot of talkers.” 


“As a matter of fact, yes,” James said easily. “Their fleshy, human selves would be preferred.” 


The Captain laughed, borderline manically. “Well, I can’t help you there, Commodore. They... 
they’re not here.” 


James furrowed his brow, a faint alarm going off in his head. “Might I inquire as to how you 
obtained these statues?” 


“That’s of no consequence to you,” came the cryptic reply. “Commodore, I must kindly ask you 
and your men once again to get your pale navy arses off me ship.” Sparrow had dropped the forced 
cheer, making his lisp more apparent. There was pain behind his voice, cold and menacing as it 
was. James had never heard the pirate so serious, so deadly. 


“Where are my men, Sparrow?” James demanded. 
“Gone,” said the pirate, voice cracking. “They’re all gone.” 
“What?” 


“It’s too late for them,” Sparrow near-whispered. James heard his men move closer to him, 
forming some sort of formation. “Won’t you leave already?” 


James gripped his pistol. “I am not leaving until I find my men. Do not force me to detain you, 
Sparrow.” 


“Will it be worth it?” he asked, boots clunking as he moved two steps forward. “When you can’t 
save the ones already gone, an’ you lose the ones you already have, will it be worth it?” 


“Sparrow—” 


“LEAVE!” The pirate roared, followed by rapid footsteps moving towards James, prompting him 
to yank his pistol out of his holster and aim it without shooting. His men, on the other hand, did not 
hesitate. The resounding sound of rifles being cocked surrounded James, but he was not able to 
shout “Fire!” and prepare himself for the boom of firearms. 


Instead, he found himself completely unprepared for the unanimous screams of his men. 


Gunshots pierced through the screams and added to the chaos and James’s confusion. Somehow, 


Sparrow was attacking all fifty of his men on his own. And winning, it seemed. James cursed 
himself for doing nothing as his men suffered; or died, even. He didn’t know. He couldn’t tell. 


Though the pistol was held so tightly in his hand that his palm hurt, he didn’t dare shoot. He 
instead took some careful steps back until his lower back hit the railing of the ship. He holstered 
the pistol and opted for his walking stick. He twisted the knob on top and pulled it out, revealing a 
blade similar to that of a rapier. He widened his stance and prepared himself for possible attacks, 
but with the torrents of screams and other strange sounds he couldn’t identify, he was lost. 


It wasn’t before long until the noise died down to nothing more but heavy breathing, rapid 
footsteps, and the clashing of two swords. Sensing the opportunity, James rushed forward to help 
but stopped when the tip of his rapier hit something in front of him. When he raised a hand to it, it 
was stone under his fingertips. He didn’t think there was a statue here before, but he couldn’t be 
sure. He stepped around it and continued advancing towards the sounds of struggle. 


When he got close, a grunt came from one of the men, and the sword fighting ceased. After 
something heavy landed on the deck, there was no sound but the creaking of wood and—once 
again—strange hissing. It was louder this time. Closer. 


“Strange, to not see you at the front of the battle,” said Sparrow, voice thick and breathing hard 
with exertion. “Are you feelin’ quite alright, Commodore?” 


James snarled and tried to hide the desperation and helplessness bubbling over and making his 
heart beat wildly. “What have you done?” 


A confused noise rose from Sparrow’s throat, and James belatedly noticed that the pirate wasn’t 
talking at him; it rather sounded like he was looking down at the floor. “What?” Sparrow barked 
out a laugh. “Is it not obvious? Did you hit your head on the way up? You asked what happened to 
your men? Now you know.” 


James thought back to the stone beneath his palm. He didn’t answer, his mind too busy racing with 
all the impossible, improbable possibilities. 


Sparrow sighed with such exhaustion and weariness that it snapped James out of his spiraling 
thoughts.” Norrington,” he said shakily. “I don’t—I’m sorry ‘bout your men. I never meant—I can’t 
—” He groaned in despair. “Please, just leave.” 


James wasn’t thinking straight—he was livid, at Sparrow, for somehow killing all thirty of James’s 
men by himself; at the Admiral, for not allowing him more resources; but mostly, at himself, for 
his blasted disability, for his stupidity and egotism, and for putting this crew in danger. 


“You are out of your mind if you think I will let you go unscathed after what you have done,” 
James seethed. He didn’t think about how Sparrow must outmatch him now, when before their 
fights were long, brutal, and only seemed to end with a third-party distraction. He only acted. 


“Wait—” 


James didn’t hear Sparrow’s exclamation, too focused on the sounds and vibrations of the pirate’s 
movement. He strided forward and brought his blade down on Sparrow, giving no quarter. The 
resounding clang of metal against metal rattled his skull, but James was gratified to know his aim 
was true. He took a short step back and immediately struck out again, dodging a second later when 
he heard two firm footsteps and a swish of a cutlass. He parried blow after blow, becoming 
increasingly frustrated as the fight picked up speed and Sparrow’s light footsteps became harder 
and harder to detect. James struck out once more, and didn’t hear Sparrow’s blade until it was too 


late. His sword flew out of his hand, clashing on the deck. 


James braced himself for the final blow, but it never came. Instead, another sword fell to the deck 
and the pirate grabbed James’s face in his rough hands, forcing his head forward. Confused, James 
froze in place, listening to their heavy, uneven breaths. 


“You can’t see me,” Sparrow rasped after a moment. “You can’t see at all.” 
Before James could respond, something cold and metallic bashed down on his head. 


The world went silent. 


Chapter End Notes 


the next "chapter" is just to notify previous readers that the first part has been 
completed. i will delete it later, but there's more i promise !! 


PART ONE HAS BEEN FINISHED ! 


Chapter Summary 


hi there. you may remember reading this silly little wip a while ago. well i finished it!! 


not sure how ao3 notifications work, tbh, so i hope this works? i'll be deleting this chapter later. go 
to the previous chapter for part one (now finished omg!!!!) i'm currently working on the second 
part, but for now, hope you enjoy :)) 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


